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and children, who were advancing from all directions across
the country, having braved the thousand fatigues of a long
pilgrimage in order to fulfil their religious duties.
We could not have had a better guide than Banks, who
knew the neighbourhood well, having previously been on
a survey in Behar, where a railroad was proposed, but not
yet constructed.
Captain Hood, who never liked to miss the chance of a
shot, would have carried his gun; but Banks, lest our
Nimrod should be tempted to wander away from us
induced him to leave it in camp.
Just before entering the place, which is appropriately
called the Holy City, Banks stopped us near a sacred tree,
round which pilgrims of every age and sex were bowed in
the attitude of adoration.
This tree was a peepul: the girth of the trunk was
enormous; but although many of its branches were decayed
and fallen, it was not more than two or three hundred
years old. This fact was ascertained by M. Louis Rous-
selet, two years later, during his interesting journey
across the India of the Rajahs.
The " Tree of Buddha," as it is called, is the last of a
generation of sacred peepuls, which have for ages over-
shadowed the spot, the first having been planted there five
centuries before the Christian era; and probably the
fanatics kneeling before it believe this to be the original